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sudden conversion^ or a prompt sale of my soul
to the devil on condition that he would deliver
me from this tbrment.    Well, there is a palm-
shaded placed/hard by named Pershing Square,
whither tl^ere resorts, at   the   midday hours, a
great multitude, mostly of men, so great that
every^eat is occupied and hardly standing space
rejj&ains.    There they sit or stand in the sun or
rthe shadows and hold debate one with another,
like the fallen angels in Paradise Lost, on every
conceivable topic on which two (or a thousand)
opinions are possible, from freewill to the dis-
appearance of Lindbergh's baby.1     This daily
gathering is known among the local wits as the
u Spit and Argue Club."    The arguments are
interesting; some of those I heard showed a high
degree of intelligence and knowledge, while, as
to the spitters, there is no occasion to be nervous;
they are circumspect and skilful, a little care in
avoiding the neighbourhood of a beginner being
all that is needed.

On the first day I visited the place I joined a
tightly-packed group in the midst of which a
keen discussion was going on between two men,
seated side by side on a bench, as to the respective
claims of Shakespeare and Schopenhauer to be
the greatest man the human race has produced.
Both men seemed to belong to the working-class,
The defender of Shakespeare was, I thought, a
German; Schopenhauer's champion was plainly

1 The discovery that it had been murdered was not yet made.